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A Devil and a Hawk Walk into a Dumpster 


by Lesbian _Cowpoke 


Summary 


Matt meets Clint in a dumpster. Both are injured, of course. They get taken back to avengers 
tower. Misunderstandings ensue. 


Notes 


I wrote this when I was really tired so sorry if it is bad. I also wrote this like forever ago and 
was just too lazy to post it ahaha 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Natasha gets a call from an unknown number. It has been three months since she hung out 
with Daredevil and she gave him her number. She answers the phone. 


"Devil! You finally called!" She says. 


There is a laugh on the other end, but it is not Daredevil's laugh. "Sorry Nat, it's Clint. Me 
and your buddy got ourselves into a bit of trouble, separately of course, but now we are in the 
same dumpster, and let me say, it isn't looking too good for him." A nervous chuckle arose 
from Clint. 


Natasha's brows furrowed as her mouth shaped into a frown. 
"Where are you idiots?" 
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Clint was thrown into a dumpster. Which was rude, as his attackers had already kneecapped 
him, he obviously wasn't going to get away. He began searching for his phone, when he 
realized there was someone else in his dumpster. 


"Hey guy. Get out of my dumpster." Clint said, still searching for his phone. 


There was a groan and the man replied in a weak voice "Mine... first..." Clint saw a smile 
flicker across his face. He then saw that the liquid he was sitting in was not regular garbage 
liquid, but blood. Clint found his phone, and saw that it wasn't operational, being smashed to 
pieces. 


He then said "Hey, before you pass out due to blood loss, do you have a phone? I can't call 
911 because we'll, you know," He gestured to himself, "but I will call a colleague who can 
help you out." 


Much to Clint's dismay, the stranger sat up. 

"Hey, woah, you are losing a lot of blood there buddy, lay down." He said frantically. 
The stranger said nothing, but handed him a phone from his pocket. 

Clint went to dial Natasha's number, when he saw it was already saved. 

"Huh, so you know Nat too?" He asked. 

The stranger nodded then laid back down. 

Clint called Natasha. 


mre 


Matt woke up in an area that seemed like a hospital. He heard beeping and felt the cold air of 
a hospital. It had the smell of sanitization, but not of death. Before he could get a better sense 


of his surroundings, he felt an arm on his shoulder, and he focused on what he could hear. 
Three heartbeats, one of them Natasha's, he assumed it was her touching him. 


"Where am I?" He groaned. He was lightheaded and it was hard for him to focus on his 
surroundings. 


"Avengers tower. Don't worry, we left your mask on, we thought we should ask before we did 
tests that had to do with that." Natasha said. Matt focused on his body, cataloging his injuries. 


"It's okay. My head, I mean. No concussion, I'm just lightheaded. Blood loss." Matt said. 
"Good." He heard warmth and relief in Natasha's voice. 
"Who else is here?" Matt inquired. 


"Clint and Dr. Cho, Clint found you and Cho fixed you up. It looked like you got into a fight 
with a woodchipper." She said in a grim tone. 


Mat let out a small "Ha." and regretted it immediately, his ribs fighting against him. 


"I basically did. Maniac with a chainsaw. I think it was a chainsaw, it was a lot bigger than a 
regular chainsaw. Police have him now. I jumped off the roof and into the dumpster." Mat 
explained. 


"Lucky. I was thrown into the dumpster after I got kneecapped." A male voice chimed in, 
Clint, Matt assumed. 


"Thrown on top of me. Thanks for calling Natasha, though." Matt moved his head towards 
where Clint was approximately, and he smiled. He heard Clint smile back. 


"No problem. Needed to call her anyway. I'm Clint by the way, if you didn't already know." 
The man replied. 


"Who did you fight to get kneecapped?" Matt questioned. 


"For once not the tracksuit assholes. Just a rival gang wanting info on them. They thought I 
was with them because I live in an apartment they owned." Clint practically spat out his 
words. 


"Why were you in Hell's Kitchen?" Matt demanded in his 'scary Daredevil' voice. 


"Jesus, am I about to get a 'Get out of my city' too? I was there because apparently there is a 
real good coffee shop there." Clint's heart told the truth, but still baffled Matt. 


"Coffee in the middle of the night?" Matt exclaimed. 


"Crime never sleeps." Clint said in his best serious voice. An awkward silence filled the room 
before Clint, Nat, and Matt started laughing. 


"Ow, ow, laughing hurts." Matt said as the laughter died down. 


Nat squeezed his shoulder. "Daredevil, why hadn't you called me, it had been three months 
since we met." 


Matt stayed silent for a bit, before he replied "I don't have many friends, and I am bad at 
trusting people." Matt realized what he said, and then asked "Wait am I on any pain 
medication?" 


"A bit." Natasha replied. 

"Take me off. No meds. They fuck with my head." Matt said sternly. 
"Devil, you were basically turned to pulp. You need-" Matt cut Natasha off. 
"No. Iam good with pain. Medication is not." 


"Okay." Natasha nodded at the third heartbeat in the room, Dr. Cho. Matt heard a click, and 
heard a liquid stop flowing. 


"We are keeping your IV in because you need the blood. You lost a lot." Cho said. 
"Okay." Matt replied. He hadn't even realized he had one in. He hated hospitals. 
"Just take it out as soon as you can. I don't like IVs." Matt said coldly. 


"Okay. After I take it out, you are free to go home. I recommend not going out for a week 
after, to let your wounds and ribs heal." Cho said as she walked out of the room. 


Matt wasn't planning on following her advice. 
"Shit." Matt heard Clint say next to him. 


"Are you okay?" Matt asked. He heard the movement of hands and arms from both Clint and 
Natasha. 


"He is fine, his hearing aids just died." Natasha replied. 


"He asks if you know any sign." Natasha acted as interpreter for Clint. Shit. A visual based 
language. 


"Uh, no. I have carpal tunnel and it is hard for me to make the signs, so I just never learned." 
Matt lied, hoping the spies next to him believed him. 


There was silence, and Natasha said "Devil. As a Catholic, you should know lying is a sin." 
Matt sighed and said "I can't tell you why I can't learn it." 

"Can't or won't?" Natasha asked, her voice heating up with anger. 

"Can't. I promise if I could, I would." Matt said, a tinge of sadness in his voice. 


Natasha relayed his words to Clint, and Clint replied. 


"Clint says he doesn't believe you." Natasha said coldly. 


"I am telling the truth. I even went deaf temporarily a while back and I-" Matt had to stop 
himself. He faced towards Clint, and said "I'm sorry." Making sure to annunciate so it would 
be easier to read his lips. He heard Clint's arms moving, and Natasha got up. 


"I am disappointed in you devil. If you have any questions, ask FRIDAY." She said, then 
Matt heard the squeaking of wheels, as she wheeled Clint away in his wheelchair. 


"Friday? Who is that? There is nobody else in the room." He thought. Or he thought he 
thought, as it turns out he said it aloud. His question was met with an Irish woman's voice. 


"I am FRIDAY, Daredevil. I am Mr. Stark's AI secretary. I am not human. Do you have any 
questions?" She asked. 


"Actually, yes." Matt replied. 
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After struggling to learn "Why" in sign, and getting cleared to go, Matt went to go find Clint. 
"FRIDAY, are there any areas where monitoring is disabled?" He asked. 


"Only in bathrooms, Red." Friday replied. She had taken to calling Matt 'Red' like Frank did. 
He allowed her. 


"And do you know where Clint is?" He asked her. 
"In the common area, with Natasha watching a movie." She replied. 
"How do I get there?" He asked. 


"Exit this room, take a right and go straight till you get to the elevator. Get in, I will take you 
to your floor, go down the hallway, and it is the first doorway on the right, no door. The 
bathroom is the second door." She replied, as Matt followed her instructions. He couldn't tell 
if she gave him such detailed instructions because she knew he was blind, or because he was 
simply new to the building. 


Matt realized that the common room had glass walls when he had a hard time visualizing it. 
And when he heard both heart rates in the room pick up. He heard a couch creak, and 
footsteps to where he was. 


"Get out." Natasha hissed. 


"Nat, please let me apologize to him. I just need to in private. In the bathroom. Please Nat." 
Matt begged her. And he doesn't tend to beg. 


Natasha was silent for a moment, before hissing "Fine." She then walked into the common 
room with Clint, and explained what was going on. He heard the squeaking of wheels, and 
Natasha whispering "Come on." 


Matt followed them into the bathroom, and Natasha left. 
Before Clint could ask him anything, Matt signed "I'm sorry. Why I can't sign." His signs 
were crude, due to how fast he had learned them. He then put his finger over his lips in a 


shushing motion. 


As he took his cowl off, he heard a gasp from Clint. Not at him being blind, just at the fact 
that he was showing him his identity. 


"I don't see what this has to- ohhh. Oh! Oh my God, I'm-" Clint said as he realized Matt was 
blind. 


"Blasphemy." Matt said, smiling. 
Clint laughed. "Did you just say Blasphemy? Are you Catholic or something?" 
Matt nodded and Clint laughed some more. "A Catholic devil. Ironic." 


Matt put his cowl back on and opened the door for Clint. Clint left first with Matt trailing 
behind. 


"You can watch with us if you- oh." Clint started to say. 
Matt smiled and said "I actually better get going, but thanks." 


As he headed towards the elevator, he heard Clint try to explain that Matt couldn't sign and 
all was fine, so she needn't be mad. 


"God. Fine." Natasha hissed. 


From the elevator, Matt shouted "Blasphemy!" 


End Notes 


Any tips of whatever on my writing is appreciated. I will probably post the next part in the 
series tomorrow. 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


